MICHEL  DE  MONTAIGNE

in my hair. And In truth novelty, even to the
present hour, has cost this poor commonwealth so
dear, and I know not whether we are yet at the
highest bid, that In everything and everywhere I
have ceased to have a part In It. Let us, my wife,
you and I, live In the old French way [a la
vidlc Franqoise]". The dedicatory letter goes on
to beg his wife to believe In Plutarch's words for
the love she bore to himself; and ends by recom-
mending the writer of the dedication very heart-
ily to her good graces, and praying God to watch
over her. These are not the words of a misogy-
nist, nor of a husband who, being shackled, Is
stupid enough to kick.

Pierre de Montaigne had not the happiness to
hold In his arms his son Michel's first baby. He
died, June 18, 1566, having passed by a few
months his seventy-second year. His old age, up
to sixty-seven, when he began to be seriously
troubled with the nephritic malady which after-
wards afflicted his son, had been happy and vigor-
ous. He was buried at Montaigne, not precisely
as the Essayist, with a touch of vanity, expresses
It, In " the tomb of his ancestors", but, as Pierre's
will has It, In the tomb of his territorial " prede-
cessors", who were not of his own family. He
left eight children, five sons and three daughters,
the youngest of the sons being only about eight
years old. Michel, the eldest of the surviving
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